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I was considered an Englishman they wauled to get me away first,
1 remained adamant, I would go with them. If they went Monday,
then I could go, too.
"Of course they're going Monday," Norbert said. Hut he was
nervous and annoyed,
To make amends for his independent action, Pierre related to me
his interview with the captain, who despite repeated urging, refused
to take the stockbroker. That, I admitted, spoke in his favour. I was
almost certain, that Norbert was genuine. lie was so nervous, and
now and then he frankly confessed he wished he had had nothing to do
with the whole thing. Anyway, Pierre and the others trusted them.
I didn't fancy my role of kill-sport just because, f had, been done in
before. Pierre was becoming cjuite the boss.
Norbert wasn't wasting his time. He was busy with his usual
business the whole day long. I was witness to large sums being given
to him and he returned on the tick with the dollars or francs, as the
case might be. I saw a man giving him four thousand dollars and
within half an hour he was back with hundreds of thousands of francs.
He told me an astonishing tale: on second consideration it wasn't.
There were thousands, if not millions, of counterfeit pounds and
dollars in circulation in Marseilles, and the police, though they
arrested many, were unable to trace their origin. These didn't
come from Switzerland, as it was whispered in Chavcs, but from
further afield: they came from Germany.
When I went for the second time to Chaws, while WavclFs
offensive was at its height, the black-market stock exchange paid
two hundred and sixty francs for a pound: now, with Rommel on
the move, it was just above a hundred.
Saturday noon, as our happy little party was having cocktails, I
mentioned to Norbert that I had twenty pounds, having clung to
them throughout my stay in Marseilles, in reality one hundred and
eleven days at Chaves, my six weeks' freedom being but: a couple
of flashes in the smelly pan. He offered to change them for dollars.
I believed in pounds even if the Germans were to wash their feet in
the Red Sea. On Norbert asking in what denominations they were,
and being told four fivers, he called that a calamity, since fivers were
no longer in circulation in England and in Gibraltar they wouldn't
be accepted. I felt certain that, arriving under such unusual con-
ditions, the authorities would waive the point. He asked me if I
fancied myself running round Gibraltar asking everybody to change
money that wasn't valid any more. That, I admitted, wouldn't suit
my ppnache. So Norbert offered to take them and get me one-pound
notes, as in the black market fivers continued to flourish. Very